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"Nothing," I said
"Run then," the German ordered.
I thought. "They'll kill me mnmng'* They so often did, making it easy to explain that the prisoner had been try-ing to escape I took three steps backward, slow steps wary steps, without looking back, without expecting hfe I felt a sharp, tearing pain in the small of my back But I heard no shots. I turned around. The three Germans were not even looking at me They were watching Pavel and the other man who were also departing, but in the opposite direction. Andrew was still standing at the wall The pain I had felt was onlv imaginary, yet I was as sure of it as if shots had been fired at me.
As I trudged on, I glanced back once more. The Germans were dragging Andrew away. I prayed that someone would be charitable enough to dress his wounds. Bitter tears swelled in my throat
It was the last time I ever saw Andrew
German soldiers and non-coms ran through our groups like sheep dogs, making us stand in ranks, four abreast In the moving crowd, faffing in ranks, I came upon Zofia She was there with her old mother, carrying a tiny bundle in her hand I guessed right away a little food, medicine and injections for her mother. I touched Zofia's shoulder lightly. She turned around, and when she saw me tears streamed down her face.
"You are alive?* she said incredulously. "But they told me you had been shot., .with some soldiers"
"They changed their minds," I told her
"No speaking here!" a German shouted
I stayed with Zofia and her mother, and decided to share their lot.
*Ebe Germans naaidbed us then to the main gate of the University. Qa the way we could see how recklessly foolish we had been to attack the University in the first days